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such a deafening discord that I was glad to
escape to the round house, where I slept very
comfortably with half a dozen smoke-dried human
skulls suspended over my head.
The river was now so shallow that boats could
hardly get along. I therefore preferred walking to
the next village, expecting to see something of
the country, but was much disappointed, as the
path lay almost entirely through dense bamboo
thickets. The Dyaks get two crops off the ground
in succession; one of rice, and the other of sugar-
cane, maize, and vegetables. The ground then
lies fallow eight or ten years, and becomes cov-
ered with bamboos and shrubs, which often com-
pletely arch over the path and shut out everything
from the view. Three hours* walking brought
as to the village of Senankan, where I was again
obliged to remain the whole day, which I agreed
to do on the promise of the Orang Kaya that his
men should next day take me through two other
villages across to Senna, at the head of the Sara-
wak River. I amused myself as I best could till
evening, by walking about the high ground near,
to get views of the country and bearings of the
chief mountains. There was then another public
audience, with gifts of rice and eggs, and drink-
ing of rice wine. These Dyaks cultivate a great
extent of ground, and supply a good deal of rice
to Sarawak. They are rich in gongs, brass trays,
wire, silver coins, and other articles in which a